TfoMflory of 

He made a blnfliingcitall ofhimfelfe. 

And chid his trevrantyoth withfucha grace. 

As ifh'emaftred there a double fpirit 
Of teaching and of learning iuftantly : 

There did he paufejbut let me tell the world , 
lfhcoutliue the enuy of this day 
England did neuer owe fo fwectc a hope. 

So much niifconftruedin his wantonnelfe. 

Hot .Coofin I thinke thou art enamored 
On his follies:neuer did I hearc 
Of any Prince fo wild a libertic: 

But be he as he will, yet once ere night, 

I will imbrace him with a fouldiers armc, 

T hat he fhall fhrinke vnder my curtene. 

Arme.arme with spccde,& fellows, fouldiers, friends, 
Better confiderwhatyou haueto doe, 

That I that hatic not wcl the gift of tongue 
Oanliftjyour bloudvpwith perCwaCionEnter.a Mejfenger, 
Mejf.My Lord, here arc letters for you . 

Hot . I cannot read them now. 

O, Gentlemen, the time of liic is fhort: 

To fpend that fhortncffebafely, were too long. 

If life did ride vpon a diallcs point. 

Still ending at thearriuall of an houre. 

And if we liue, we liue to tread on kinges, 

Ifdic.brauc death, when Princes die with vs. 

Now for our conferences, the armesare faire, 

When theintent ofbearing them is lufl. Enter another* 
Me.jf.My Lord prepare, theKingcomes on apace, 
Hot.Ithenke him, that he cuts me from my tale; 

Tor I profcftenottalking,onely this. 

Let each mandochisbeft;and here draw I a fword, 
VVhofc temper I intend to ftaine 
With theBeft blood that 1 can meet withall, 
Inthcaduenture of this perilous day* 

Now efperance Percy, and fet on, 

Sound all the lofty inftruments of war. 

And by that mufteke let vs all embrace. 


For 


ffenrie the fourth* 

For hcauen toearth,fome of vs neuer Hull* 

A fecond time do fuch acurtefie. 

Here they embrace f he trumpets found, the K tug enters with hit 
power, alarme to the battel! ,t hen enter Donglat ,and$irfV al- 
ter Blunt. 

Blunt* Whatis thy name,that in battel thus thou croffcft me 
Whathonourdoll thou (ecke vpon my head? 

£><w|.Know then, my nameis Douglas, 

And ldo haunt theein the battcll thus, 

Becaufefonac tell me that thou art a king. 

Slant. They tell thee true. 

Doug. The Lord of Stafford dearc to day hath bought 
Thyhkencs,fbr in ftead of thee, King Harry 
This fwerd hath ended him.fo fhall it thee, 

Vnleile thou yeeld thee as my prifoner. 

Blnnt.l wasnor bomeayeeldcr, thou proud Scot 
And thoufhait find a king that will rcuenge 
Lord Staffordsdeath, 

T hey fight, Dowg/as ktls TUimt, then enters Hotfpur. 

Hot* O Dowglas,hadft thoufought at Holmedon thus 
,1 neuer had triumpht oucr a Scot, 

Doug. Als done,als woon,heve breathles lies the King , 

Hot* Where* 

Bor. This,Douglas? no, I know this face full well , 

A gallant knight he was, his name was Blunt , 

Semblably furnifht like the king himfeffe. 

Doug. Ah foole,goc with thy foulewhither it goes 
A borrowed title haft thou bought to deare. 

Why did ft thou tel! me,thatthou wert a King* 

Het.The king hath many marchingin his coates, _ 

Doug, Now by my fwotdjl will kill all his coates. 

He murther all his wardrope, piece by piece, 

Vntilllmeete the king. He*. Vp, and away, 

Ourfouldiersftand full fairely for the 1 day. 

oAlarme , Enter Va/Ba/jffolus. 

£a/.ThoughIcouldfcapelhotfree at London, Ifeare the 
fhot here,her’s no fcoring but vpothc pate.Soft,who areyou? 
fir Walter Blunt* t her’ s honor for you, her’ s no vanity, I am as 

K hotc 
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